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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Hurried into my “things” this morning, snatched 
a hasty ‘“kipper and coffee,” and caught the early train to 
Gravesend. Was bent on seeing the Barnum and Bailey animals. 
Big ship reeking of elephants and other large game—will pro- 
vide plenty of fun for the youngsters at Christmas, and no doubt 
elicit the following— 








JUVENILE CHORUS. 


From Yankee land to Gravesend Docks 
Have come our Barnum and our Bailey, 
And animals in endless stocks, 
Are welcomed gleefully and gaily ; 
While Christmas is acknowledged king 
And holidays the world is gay with 
How nice of B. and B. to bring 
Their Noah’s Ark for us to play with. 


Had to get back to see the engineering conference properly opened. 
After that ran down to Birmingham for a few minutes to hear the 
Colonial Secretary's view of things. Then over to Woodwarde Road, 
Dulwich, to help Mr. Passmore Edwards give another free library 
away. Lunched, and then made my way to the 2nd London Rifles’ 
Drill Hall, where the Duke of Norfolk gave the Boy Messengers’ 
Corps a drilling and a talking to (in a complimentary sense). Ran 
over to Vienna in the evening, and saw a row in the Reichsrath. 
Heard Mr. Rhodes was ill. 


Thursday.—Voted at the School Board election in three places 
—‘‘played fair,” and voted in one place for a “ Progressive,”’ in 
another for a ‘“‘ Moderate,” and in the third for an ‘ Independent.” 
Saw the G.O.M. off to Folkestone, and then made off to Dundee to 

















| 


In the evening ran 
Heard 


hear Sir Vernon Harcourt’s view of things. 
over to Vienna, and saw another row in the Reichsrath. 
Mr. Rhodes wasn’t ill. 

Friday.—Down to Folkestone to see the G.O.M. safely off for 
‘foreign parts ’’—then off to Kirkaldy and heard more of Sir 
Vernon Harcourt’s view of things. Then, just for a little refresh- 
ment, made for Brisbane and enjoyed an hour's play with 
‘*Stoddart’s team.”” Came home round by Vienna and saw another 
row in the Reichsrath. Heard that Mr. Rhodes was “ very bad.” 


Saturday.—Fearful gale. Had my garden trellis blown down 
and the carrot bed flooded; communication with the coals in the 
cellar cut off. Took ajpeep at Dawson City, Yukon—prospects 
of a deadly winter of cold and short commons. Left my warm suits 
and felt-lined slippers to comfort them, and made for the Birming- 
ham Fat Cattle Show, more cheerful sight. Dined with Mr. Sidney 
Low and a lot of Editors. Went over to Vienna and saw another 
row in the Reichsrath. Police called in! 


OH LAW! 

They who profess the Law to make 
In two opposing bands 

With rowdy struggles try to take 
The Law in their own hands ; 

Ink bottles fly, umbrellas spin, 
They kick and thump and claw 

Till peace is gained (?) by calling in 
The guardians of the law ! 

Heard that Mr. Rhodes was in robust health. 

Monday.—Having incidentally assisted the Duchess of Beaufort 
to cut the first sod (most appropriately, at Chipping Soabury) of the 
new Bristol and South Wales Direct Railway, spent the rest of the 
day with the Motor Car Club. Met—-rode to Sheen—lunched there 
~-and dined at the Metropole. Heard that Mr. Rhodes was dying. 

Tuesday.—Spent a good deal of the day among the pictures 
(etchings, photogravures, etc.) at the New Gallery and at the Old 
Water-Colour Exhibition. Went to the Professional Matinée at 
the Criterion. 

BONNETTED (OR HATTED ?). 
Oh, bless us! dear me! and oh my! 
I’ve been to a big matinée— 
The professional one at the Cri— 
But I didn’t see much of the play. 
Above, and behind, and below, 
Around me wherever I sat, 
In billows that heaved to and fro 
I was swamped by the matinée hat. 
Dined with the Liverpool Caledonian Association and heard Ian 
McLaren on “ The Scot.” Helped the Kaiser open the Reichstag. 
(No row, but going to be!) Heard that Mr. Rhodes was good for 
another five hundred years ! Tue SPOTTER. 





contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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WHAT WE MAY EXPECT THE THAMES TO LOOK LIKE IF WATER MOTORS COME INTO USE.—(Vide Press.) 


“Fun” in Barnest. 
WHAT HE THINKS OF THINGS IN GENERAL. 


So Germany is going to have a navy; the Kaiser wants 27 first- 
class ships, and means to have them. And 27 ships with the 
Germans means 27 ships—every one of them perfect, just as their 
army is perfect. There will be no mistakes, no breakdowns, 
nothing forgotten. With 27 men of war the German Navy will be 
very formidable indeed. 

* * * 

This is a serious matter for France and England; and we, on one 
side at least, will have to face it, and so strengthen the British fleet 
that even the German increase will be nullified. It must never be 
forgotten that the Germans are our most dangerous enemies—far 
more dangerous and much more bitter against us than France or 
Russia. She is rapidly beating us in commerce, and she envies us 
our Empire. We have a hot time in front of us. Shall we prove 
equal to it? Time will show. 


* * * 
We have been enjoying ourselves hugely during the past week, 
and now we are counting up the cost. Not in the memory of the 


oldest inhabitant has there been such a gale, and the towns that 
found themselves seaports for one day are not likely to forget it in 
ahurry. Nothing that human foresight can provide can insure us 
against so furious an attack of the elements. There is no Colonel 
Rotton, no Fire Brigade Committee, to be made scapecoats of when 
the ocean starts on the rampage. 

* * * 

It is good to find that the absurd cock-sureness and complacency 
of Colonel Rotton and his Committee have been dissipated by the 
Press. These ‘ experts,’’ immediately after the great fire, smiled 
smugly, said nothing could be done, and were prepared to wager 
that we had the finest equipped fire brigade on earth. Then the 
newspapers took it up, and our cock-crowing friends sang small and 
promised to look into it. “Twas ever thus. 


Cattle Show Queries. 


Dip you heifer see a horn-amented ox in-fat-uated with itself at 
the Cattle Show. 

Does the “ learned pig” use a pig-uliar kind of pen? 

If you “cast sheep’s eyes ” at a sheep, does it respond ? 
Can a cat tell cattle from other animals ? 
Do the ghosts of Hogg and Lamb haunt the Cattle Show, and give 


vent to grunts of dissatisfaction and lam(b)entations ‘ 
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The Extinction of Sir Oracle. 


'‘* Nothing succeeds like success, or fails like failure; and there 
is no explaining either of them away by all the speechifying in the 
world.”’— Standard. | 


Ho, foul Bacillus, Microbe, Germ ?— 

Or whatsoever baleful term 

Be apt !—who lov’st to sprawl and squirm 
In pestilential water, 

Trusting some thrifty ‘‘ powers that be’ 

Will ’grudge an analyser’s fee, 

And let thee rise, and frolic free, 
And glut thy maw with slaughter : 


? 


Ho, foul Bacillus, do not quake or tremble 

To know that, when our Commons next assemble, 
They'll speechify against the murderous deeds ! 
Slay on! slay on! Success alone succeeds ! 


Ho, Demon of the Low-flash Oil! 
Thou fear’st thy sanguinivorous toil 
Will cease anon, and all thy spoil 
Of vampire-feasts be ended, 
What time the speechifying men 
Have met once more beneath Big Ben, 
And diatribes—eight, nine, or ten— 
Have been against thee blended! 


Ho, Demon, fret not, faint not! Up, and boast 
Thy fine indifference to the gabbling host! 

Kill on! kill on! Dull speechifying breeds 
Reforms no more! Success alone succeeds !! 


Hard Lines for the Logrollers. 


(Mr. Grant Allen considers Mr. Le Gallienne one of the three 
greatest living poets.— Evening News. ] 


A WRITER, whom great Grant regards 
As one of our sublimest bards, 
Has used his versifying ‘‘ pards”’ 
Most ill, most oddly! 
He lets us not uplift his praise 
In suitably symphonious lays, 
Which (since he sends his dazzling rays 
From Hesd o’ Bodley) 
We might have done without the irk- 
Some aid of doggerel-rhymist’s quirk, 
Had he but named his latest work 


‘IF I WERE GODL' 
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The Burial of Local Veto. 


(Mr. HeRBeRT GLapsTONE has sug- 
gested that the Liberal party should | 
drop the Local Veto Bill. Sir Wilfrid 
Lawson has written protesting.— Vide 
Press. | 


Ir was in November dreary, 
When the hearts of men were weary, 
And the fog hid park and paling, ~ 
House and tree, 
When through weather unsalubrious 
Went a party, sad, lugubrious, 
In a little boat a-sailing 
Out to sea, 


Sad their mien, their garments sable, 
Weak their arms, they scarce were able 
To maintain their craft in motion 
On the wave ; 
O they were a strange course making— 
Local Veto they were taking 
Out upon the distant ocean— 
To its grave. 
In its coffin, bent and battered, 
There it lay, its features shattered 
Copious tears of sorrow blinding 
Did they weep ; 
Herby Gladstone, far from merry, 
Said, ‘‘ Our duty is to bury 
This poor measure, past all finding, 
In the deep.” 


But Sir Wilfrid, sad of feature, 
Cried, ‘‘ Oh, spare the little creature, 
Mark you not how it grieves me to 
See its doom!” 
But they answered, ‘ Temperance 
martyr, 
Comfort thou shouldst find, since 
water 
Furnishes for Local Veto * 
Fitting tomb!” 


Morny Cannon. | 


(M. Cannon heads the list of winning 
jockeys on the flat. | 
He’s a “ big gun,”’ without a doubt, 

But innocent of any “ boring ’”’; 
He swiftly shoots along the course, 

And rarely does so without scoring. 


3ut Cannon needs no “ puff”’ at all; 
He’s mettlesome—we all know that— 
To see him * go off ”’ is a treat, 
For he is sharp upon the flat! 



































ONE OF THE ELECT. 


Working Man.—* Hillo, Bill, who’s the fat ’un?” 
Bill.—** That's one of our new Progressive School Board.” 
Working Man.—‘‘ Well, he seems ter 'ave made jolly good progress with his 


Board up ter now, any ‘ow !"’ 








A “Mere Sham” in its True Colours. 


This year is the centenary of the meerschaum pipe.— Newspaper. 


As vear follows vear it is ever more clear 


That more near and more near on us looming 


Is the harassing age when the popular rage 
Will be ceaseless ‘‘ centenary booming.” 


If the folks who proclaim a centenary game 
Would confess that self-puffing impelled 'em, 

We could bear with their fad ; but such candour, egad, 
Is displayed by them seldom—ah, seldom ! 

So, while mere-sham centenaries falsely avow 
That they’re real, tis with gratitude plenary '¥7— 

That we gaze on a MEER-SCHAUM CENTENARY, now, 
Which admits it’s a meer-sham centenary ! 


You may everywhere find hero-worshippers blind 


Who your mind will attempt to convince 


That a statue’s required for some “ friend of his kind” 


Who was born just a century since! 


Can we deem, can we dream, that a sterling esteem— 





An affection extreme—for high worth 


Must be counted the fount of this growing amount ; 


Of ‘‘centenary booming ”’ on earth? 


A Gaol Bird. 


Magistrate.—‘* Six months’ hard labour.” _ 
Impudent Prisoner.—‘ I kin do that like a bird.” 
Magistrate.—‘* But your wings will be clipped!” 


| The Cow’s Grief. 


It may haply be thus: but it’s borne upon us Lady (to Milkman).—“* How is it that your milk is so poor and 
(Whilethe boomers their views utter clearly) thin?” 
That their words are a filam, and their schemes a mere sham, Milkman.—* Why, mum, the cow ‘as just lost ‘er calf, an’ she 


And their aim self-aggrandisement merely ! 


' 


eo? 


shed a few tears in the pail afore I could prevent ‘er 









































































ee ues 





ee et 


Se 











180 








Le OD SENT 
re ety 


on ge 


a ce a i ae ad 


me ee 














ee 3 . 
Fle ete een nh eee, 2 
- a > 








Nae in Mt AR oe 


CRE eR ag, 
































Before the Judges. 


‘¢ F'un’s”’ REPORT: — 


THE oxen, we are pleased to note, 


Are quite as good as ever— 


For Bull, as breeder, we must vote, 


He's up to date and clever. 


The Irish ** Bulls’’ send lanky beasts 


From Counties Down and Mayo 


The Ox to give Imperial feasts 


Was sent from Bulawayo. 


A splendid animal is he, 
His pounds there is no countin’ ; 
They caught him young, across the sea, 
Beside old Table Mountain. 
They drove him north in search of feed, 
And ever northward going, 
He found a spot, to mect his need, 
With pasture overflowing. 
Here, feeding high, and running free, 
He, spite his herdsman’s orders, 
Once started off in eager glee 
Across old Kruger’s borders. 
And then began a rattling chase, 
With yells the air was riven— 
But now he’s in his proper place, 
And everything’s forgiven. 
And could he help it ? Tell us that 
Ye men of light and leading ! 
It was his duty to grow fat, 
No matter whose the feeding. 
We laboured him with friendly knocks- 
gut now that game is played out; 
For who dare muzzle any ox 


— 
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FINIS —— To BE CONTINUED). 


So here he is as large as life— 
If not a trifle bigger ; 

Whose presence means the end of strife 
Between the white and nigger. 

He looms so great across the earth, 
With bland but stubborn features— 
And with the strength of sterling worth 

He dwarfs his fellow creatures. 


First Prize, of course for him, you guess, 
Who made a waste a nation— 

First Prize—by that we must express 
Our just appreciation. 

The giant of a giant race, 
All other claims he smothers! 

And we must put him in his place 
Before we think of others. 


Well—“ Egypt’s Surplus” Second Prize 
Has honourably captured— 

With Cromer’s method’s strong and 

wise 

We all must be enraptured. 

A breeder of the highest class ! 
All Britain well may boast him ; 

This ‘ surplus”’ all our tests will pass, 
And— Kitchener must roast him. 


The Sheep, we much regret to say, 
Are really too Progressive— 
They're over-rated every way, 
And that at rates excessive. 
But little wool for all their cry— 
And though each is a glutton, 
They’re leanest when they're feeding high 
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The Pigs? H’m—well, a poke-bred pig 
Must always chance detection. 

In fact, we would not give a fig 
For this too scratch collection. 

They're bags of wind on shaky knees, 
And sadly want nutrition— 

Best fatten them—in twos and threes— 
For next year’s exhibition ! 


Not Likely to Get It. 


We know a man who is such a per- 
sistent borrower, that one night, when 
he woke up and founda burglar in his 
house, he tried to borrow five shillings 
off him. 


Equal to the Occasion. 


Pedlar.—‘‘ Ihave a most valuable work 
to sell, madam; it tells you how to do 
enything.” 

Lady (sarcastically).—‘ Does it tell 
one how to get rid of a pestering 
pedlar? ”’ 

Pedlar (promptly).—‘* Oh, yes, madam 

~buy something of him!” 


Courting. 
She.—‘*‘ What is your favourite kind 


of meat, George ? 
He.—‘“ To meet you, darling 


* 9 
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PRIZE, 


AFRICAN 


DP 4 CL OT 
BEFORE THE JUDGES. 


SHORTHORN, THE PRIDE OF THE FOREIGN OFFICE, 






IS UNANIMOUSLY 


AWARDED THE FIRST 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 180.) 
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The Trials of Miss Anastasia Penn. 
No. 6.—“TWO OF A TRADE,” Erc. 


‘* Now, Aubrey!” said Miss Penn, the morning after the igno- 
minious retreat of “the Rev.’’ Mr. Kodem, “I am ready to start 


‘for the unknown parts of Camberwell to do battle for the cause of 


charity. Are you ready ?” 
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THERE WAS A GLEAM IN HIS EYE THAT BFE TOKENED LITTLE GOOD TO THE 
ENTERPRISE, 


“Yes! auntie, dear. But don’t you think we had better take a 
policeman ? We might meet a great many very disagreeable people,”’ 
said Aubrey, nervously. 

“ Aubrey Plantagenet Jenkins, you’re a coward. Come along, and 
don’t be silly. I’ll protect you! ”’ 

Aubrey followed obediently in his aunt’s wake, but there was a 
gleam in his eye that betokened little good to the enterprise. 

“Oh!” he muttered, savagely, “ if I'd only known of this yester- 
day, I could have worked up a series of visits which would astonish 
my worthy relative, and put a stopper on this tomfoolery. By 
Jove! though, she has hit on the right place for a rough time. I'll 
let sweet Fortune do the rest.”’ 

They had been walking towards Walworth, and presently Miss 
Penn, after inquiring glances down each of the side streets, turned 
down one of the slummiest description. 

‘“* Look, Aubrey,” she said, ‘‘there, indeed, is work for the charit- 
able. Look at the dirty children playing in the mire, and the 
slatternly women, and so near the main road, too. Why, I could 
come every morning in a cab without causing any commotion. 
This street shall in future be known as the ‘ Walworth Oasis,’ for 
here will I begin my labours.” 

She approached as she spoke the first door in the street. It was the 
most tenable-looking house in the row, though the door had been 
liberally festooned with chalk crosses by some mischievous urchin, 
She had raised her hand to knock when her nephew interrupted 
her with a well-assumed look of horror on his face. 

“‘ Gracious powers, aunt,” he said, “‘are you mad? Would you 
go in there?” 

“And why not, Aubrey ? ”’ 

“Why? Don’t you see those crosses on the door?” 


“What of that. Aubrev? It’s onlv the f 


= ~ 
scribbling of some 





“ Scribbling? Wretched child? My dear auni,” said Aubrey 
hoarsely. “It’s the insignia of the sanitary authorities— 
‘abandon hope,’ etc. Bring out your dead, you know—you remember 
the Great Plague—and placed on the doors of houses infected with 
fever or sin-——”’ 

“ Aubrey!” screamed Miss Penn; ‘‘come away at once. I 
implore—command you! How dreadful!” 

“« What a lucky escape!’ murmured her nephew; “ that’s where the 
potman of the Green Man lives. He would have known me in a 
moment and given the whole show dead away.” 

“ There’s a likely-looking house over there, aunt,’’ he continued, 
pointing to an open doorway, through which several little dogs were 
running in and out. 

Miss Penn sailed across the road, giving a little shudder as she 
repassed the infected (?) house. 

‘‘Good morning!” she said to a grimy-looking man, who came 
lounging forward, clay pipe in mouth. 

‘¢ Good mornin’, mum! Good mornin’, sir!” he said with a glance 
of recognition at Aubrey, who held up his finger warningly. 

“‘T have called,” said Miss Penn, ‘ to inquire a little into the 
condition of my poorer neighbours, and to see what their sufferings 
are, and whether I can alleviate them. Your house happens to be 
my first call. What is your condition?” 

“Well, mum!” returned the man, after a look of curiosity at 
Aubrey. ‘ My condition ain’t up to much this morning. I was a 
‘warming the coppers’ last night.” 

“ What is your business, then,” inquired Miss Penn, ‘‘a smelter?”’ 

‘* Rats! mum—rats! ”’ 

** You’ve no need to be impertinent, my good man. I’ve called 
here with the purest motives, and have no wish to pry into your 
trade, which may be nefarious.” 

“‘ Bless yer eyes, mum, I ain’t impertinent, I ain’t. I’m a rat- 
catcher, lis. If yer wants yer house cleared of the warmints, I’m 
yer man. But yer here on a different lay. Will you step into the 
parler, as I calls it, and see the—er—er—missus?’’ he said, 
chuckling. 

‘* Willingly. Aubrey, wait for me ; I shan’t be long.”’ 

‘‘What’s the wheeze, sir?” said the ratcatcher as soon as Miss 
Penn turned her back. 

‘It’s my aunt, Perkins! got the charitable craze and worrying 
it to death. A couple of rats accidently let loose while she’s in 
there will be worth five shillings to you.”’ 
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CASTING ANXIOUS GLANCES ROUND. 


‘“‘ Right yer are, sir, let’s hear what the missus has to say to her.”’ 
** Didn’t know you were married, Perkins.” 
‘* Neither did I, sir.”’ 
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; Perfectly unconscious of the “ plotters,”” Miss Penn traversed the 
passage and entered a room filled with cages containing rats. 

In the middle of the room, and casting anxious glances round, 
was'a woman whose dress and appearance contrasted strangely with 
the surroundings, for she was the only thing in the room that had 
any pretensions to being clean. 

Miss Penn was pleased. With a wife like that, there was some 
hope for the wretched man outside. 

“‘ My good woman,” she began, “I am so glad to find you here, 
you will be able to help me so materially in putting things straight.” 

“You are right, madam,” responded the stranger; “ things here 
are sadly in need of attention. The whole place wants cleaning, 
but Mr. Perkins won’t have it touched.” 

‘‘Ah! but we must endeavour to make him see the error of his 
ways. In the first place, these noisome rats must have another 
place found for them, and then, with the aid of a few chairs and a 
carpet, we can give the room a comfortable appearance.” 

‘‘ Tt’s very kind of you, madam, to offer these things, but I would 
rather do the business quite alone, thank you. You see, he was 
given to me in the first instance to look after, and I mean to do 
my duty.”’ 

** Quite right, and I honour you for it. It shows a proper spirit, 
: but surely you will find a little help acceptable, and, if you will 
1 allow me to give that little help, I shall be truly grateful.” 

: ‘‘T should be very pleased, madam, to accede to your wishes, 
but, you see, Mr. Perkins is a very curious man, and would rather 
live in a filthy place like this than a palace.” 

} ‘“‘Oh, but you should use your powers of persuasion and bring 
him to a proper frame of mind by a few curtain lectures,” said Miss 
Penn, playfully. 

‘‘ And who might you take me for?” asked the stranger, in awful 
wrath. 

‘‘ Why, Mrs. Perkins, the ratcatcher’s wife, to be sure!” 

‘¢‘Woman!”’ shrieked the stranger, ‘‘ do I look like a ratcatcher’s 
wife? Iam Miss Herbage, the local district visitor.” 








Waftings from the Wings. 


I po not want to see a more interesting entertainment than that 
given by the New Century Theatre at the Avenue, when a play by 
the late Robert Louis Stevenson and by Mr. W. E. Henley was 
introduced. The piece is not dramatic in the ordinary sense, but it 
is enthralling and delightful all the same. 

We are taken back to the early days of the century, and young Kit 
French has returned to England after privateering against his 
country’s foes. He has come back to claim his true love, 
sweet Arethusa Gaunt, daughter of Captain Gaunt, ex-slave trader, 
known as Admiral Guinea, because of his reputed miserliness. But 
the Captain will have none of young Kit, for the Captain has long 
since been converted to see the error of his ways, and passes his days 
in ascetic penitence. He regards Kit as good for nothing. In spite of 
Kit’s and Arethusa’s pleading, the young sailor is sent away. He 
goes out and drowns his sorrow, and, half-seas over, he encounters 
in the bar parlour of the ‘‘ Admiral Benbow,” old David Pew, once 
boatswain to Captain Gaunt, now blind, but surely one of the most 
gruesome, demoniacal, shuddery, fascinating, and horribly humorous 
old villains that have ever been presented tous. His awful appear- 
ance is a sure index to his character. Blind as he is, he is as sharp 
as & ferret, and can feel his way about more quickly than the average 
man possessed of all his senses. 

Pew makes Kit drunker yet, and the poor befuddled youngster is 
duped into believing that if he will go with his companion in the 
dead of night Pew will persaude Gaunt to consent to his marriage 
with Arethusa. In reality, however, Pew means to use him in his 
designs on Admiral Guinea’s sea chest, which is supposed to hold a 
great treasure in good golden guineas. They get into the house, 
and then Kit discovers the real meaning of the visit. He draws his 
cutlass and shouts to arouse the house, but Pew, quick as lightning, 
flies to his throat and chokes him into insensibility, and when Gaunt 
rushes in he accuses Kit of the attempted robbery, and says that 
he, Pew, had defended Gaunt’s property against the thief. 

But before this, in a most perfectly-written scene of poignant 
pathos, old Gaunt has told his daughter how the evil of his past life 
was the cause of the death of the wife he loved so passionately. 
Gaunt tells Arethusa of his torment and anguish that these 
memories recall. And then he takes his daughter to the old sea- 
chest, which is supposed to contain a miser’s hoard, and shows 
her that there is, indeed, a treasure contained in it, but treasure 
worthless to all but him, to him it is beyond price, for it consists 
of the trinkets of his dead wife. This isa most beautiful scene, 
most perfectly acted. 

In the last pes we get the creeps. Pew has returned to make 
another effort to rifle the box. He opens it and discovers what it 
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contains. His diabolical rage is awful to behold ; he slobbers with 
rage, hurls anathemas at Gaunt, his one regret being that his 
hands are not round the neck of his old commander throttling the 
life out of him ; his knife buried in his heart. It is in the dead-of 
night, and at this moment Gaunt, as is his habit, enters in his 

and paces up and down the room. Picture the scene—the a 
creature, blind, wishing only for murder; the man he is eager to do 
to death pacing up and down, now within a foot of him, now far, 
now near, quite unconscious of his presence; the somnambulist’s 
daughter, paralysed with fright, daring not to wake her father for 
fear that the shock might prove fatal to him. The suspense is 
positively ghastly, and we breathe a sigh of relief as Kit enters 
— — Pew as his knife is raised to be buried in Arethusa’s 

reas 

Admiral Guinea is magnificently acted. Mr. Sydney Valentine 
as Pew and Mr. Mallison as Gaunt played so superbly that words 
cannot express the effect they caused. Mr. Lorraine as Kit and 
Miss Cissie Loftus were delightful. 

In the first piece, Honesty, Miss Kate Rorke returned to a line of 
parts she used to play at the Criterion, the serio-comic servant, 
which she acted deliciously. Mr. Cookson, too, acted excellently. 
Miss Young, the author, will write something very good indeed one 
day, if 1 am not mistaken. 

With two famous literary men as authors, with so fine a company, 
it is no wonder that the Avenue was full of notabilities ; indeed, it 
was one of the most noteworthy events of the dramatic year. 42 

GOSSAMER, 


The Children of the King, in a revised and altered condition, the 
work of Mr. John Davidson, was revived at the Court Theatre on 
Saturday last. The caste was as on the previous occasion. 


Mr. Louis N. Parker’s new comedy, in four acts, The Happy Life, 
was produced at the Duke of York’s Theatre on the 6th inst., under 
the management of Mr. Ernest Oswald. 


The great success of La Périchcle could not obviate its with- 
drawal last Saturday evening to make way for the production of 
Mr. Oscar Barrett’s pantomime, Cinderella, on the morning of 
Boxing Day, December 27th. 


“The Ratepayer,” a new publication dedicated .to parochial 
affairs, and published monthly, has issued its twelfth number. It 
is growing in popularity and looks like a stayer. 


That pleasing naturalist, Mr. H. Mead Briggs, has put together 
another volume of his gleanings from Nature’s fields, entitled 
‘‘By Roadside and River,” published by Elliot Stock, 62, Pater- 
noster Row, E.C. Some twenty chapters make up the book, and 
every one has its particular charm. Old Canterbury and its ways, 
not excluding its venerable Cathedral, are happily discoursed. 
The volume will be acceptable for all time. 


Among the Christmas presents we received last year was a bottle of 
Miilhens’ Rhine Violets Scent. It is most important that you get the 
real article, and not be cajoled into buying some mixture which will 
be an annoyance. We found Rhine Violets a constant delight and a 
lasting scent, with a delicate perfume. You can obtain Rhine 
Violets at any first-class dealer in perfumes, but you must be very 
careful to see that the name Miilhens is on each bottle. To avoid 
disappointment, you should write to the 4711 Depét, 62, New Bond 
Street, the sole agency in this country for the celebrated 4711 Eau 
de Cologne. You could not send anyone a more acceptable 
Christmas present than a bottle of either of these delightful scents. 











The Cattle Show. 


WaLK up! walk up! and see the fattest show upon this earth ! 
The pigs are truly quite enough to tickle one to mirth, 

To find which end is which a number of folks often fail, 

In fact, it is a fair toss-wp which is the head, which tail! 


Walk up! walk up! and see our country cousins gazing round, 

And prodding beasts whose “lower chests” are nearly on the 
round; 

with knowing winks, and sage-like nods, they pitch upon the best, 

And seem to sniff the “ piggy scent’ with an uncommon Zest ! 


Walk up! walk up! and see the sheep—they’re “ warranted all 

wool,” a ll 
And the prize ox looks strong enough a railway train to pull! 
The animals we'll meat again when nicely pm br: youknow, 
And, really, p’r’aps that is the very best part of the show. 











An interest-ing but loan-ly occupation—money-lending. 
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AFTER LUNCH. 
yee) Shay, ole man, wish vou’d walk lil sht ! =Peoplk 


"ll think I’m drunk, too!” 


Hard Lines for the Humorist! 


(The manager of the Broadway Theatre, New York, has prevailed 
on lady spectators to take off their hats during the performances.— 
Daily News.) 

At last, at last, we're approaching fast 
The epoch of play-going bliss, 

When no sneers we'll cast at the head-gear vast 
Of the play-going madam and miss! 

And I ought to rhyme of that halcyon time 
In a frenzy sublime of gladness- 

To give it ‘‘ all-hail’’ with the pans prime 
Of a wild enthusiast’s madness. 

For by day I've toiled, and by night I’ve moiled 
(W hile my blood has boile d with rage), 

To censure and curse, in prose and verse 
The “structures ’”’ ‘that hid the stage. 

Sut, now that the vain and aggressive reign 
Of those cromlechy hats is over, 

I must tell you plain that I writhe with pain, 
Instead of chirping in clover! 





I’ve long reviled, with diatribes wild, 
Those theatre-hats so stately: 

But to see them doffed I am more than riled— 
I am grieved and disgusted greatly ! 

At those hats to jeer, at those hats to sneer, 
And declare how absurd I think ‘em, 

Has, from year to year, been precious near 
Nine-tenths of my annual income.— 

When an “ agitator’ can air his creed, 
Why, he lives—and he laughs— in clover ; 

But he’s crushed, indeed, w hen he finds the need 
For his “ agitation ” is over! 

So I wail and whine that the Klondyke-mine 
Of my wit can no more be boomed ; 

And, in fine, I pine o’er the fact malign 
That the theatre hat is doomed !! 


= ———— 


The Latest Catch-Phrase. 


Tue Stonecutter journalists, wielding their quills 
In a righteous cause, have been giving us thrills 
3y their fearle ss critiques 
On the horrible freaks 
Of the shocking bad oil which its multitudes kills. 
And the good they have done 
Is acknowledged by Fun 
Yet we will not just now into sentiment dash ; 
We would jestingly pen 
How the Stonecutter men 
Have a score of new meanings bestowed on ‘“ low-flash.”’ 


The prime English beef which has sailed oversea : 
The milk which from taint of the cowhouse is free : 
The porter (so ‘‘ splendid ’’) 

With heel-taps well blended : 
The fusel-oil whisky : the shed-sweeping’s tea :- 
Such drink and such food 
Are by no means pooh-poohed 
As ‘rank poison,” or ‘ rotgut,” or ‘‘ rubbish.” 
Our teeth, as we sample 
These things, and, with ample 
Refinement of satire, we call them * low-flash ! ’ 


We gnash 


On larrikin loafers no longer we pass 
Condemnatory judgment by crying “ 
All the Faginese tribe 
As * low-flash "’ we describe, 
And the followers also of Quilp and of Brass! 
The companies bogus 
Who basely berogue us 
(By lying prospectuses) out of our cash, 
We have ceased to denounce 
For ‘‘ boom,” *‘ bubble,” and ‘“‘ bounce ”’ 
With a climax of censure, we call them “ low-flash ! 


No class! ”’ 


When some beardless galoot 
Has been prompted to “shoot, 
A few cousins and aunts, and a stepmother, dead, 
By the purchase of many 
Rank ‘‘ bloods” (price one penny), 
Pray how do we speak of the books he has read ? 
Why, thanks to the Star, 
Wholly silent we are 
About “ offscourings,”’ ‘ dry-rot,” 
We indignantly state, 
With a metaphor great, 
That those bold blood-and-thunders are beastly ‘‘ low-flash ~ 


or “‘trumpery trash ’ 
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